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Summary: Prompt: What do you think happened the night Sam left for 
Stanford? G rated. (I would gladly write what I really think 
happened. The NON G rated version... If anyone 
wants . ) 


Stanford 

"What do you think happened the night Sam left for Stanford?" 

His short breaths came out in little puffs of white against the cold 
air. His heart was racing, pounding against this chest hard, like it 
was trying to escape. Everything was wrong. He felt as if he were 
watching from outside his body, like a movie in slow motion happening 
on a large screen right in front of him. 

Sammy took off walking, a bag over his shoulder swinging back and 
forth with every heavy hurried step he took. Dean stood, watching it 
all unfold around him. John walked the other way, his feet slapping 
against the wet asphalt below him as he reached his car. Farther and 
farther Sam walked, his large frame getting smaller with each 
step . 

The squeak of the door opening when John slid into the sleek black 
car didn't even pry Dean's eyes off his brother. No, he watched his 
brother not turn around. Watched him pull the strings of his bag so 
it clung to his back. Watched as Sammy walked into the cold night, 
alone. Tears threatened to fall, and his feet begged him to chase 
after him. 

"Dean, get in the car." John barked, sitting in the driver seat, his 
hands on the wheel before him tightly. He had already roared the 
beast to life, another noise Dean had completely tuned out. "Dean get 
in the car now!" John yelled again. 

Dean shook off his thoughts, his feelings, the best he could. He 



rolled his shoulders, and ran his hand over his face before slinking 
off to the car. He looked back one last time, though Sam had already 
cleared the turn and was out of his vison now. He threw himself into 
the seat, slamming the door just in time for his father to press a 
frim foot on the gas pedal and race off. 

The silence was eating at Dean. John didn't say a word, only drove as 
fast as he could with his back to one of his sons. "If you go, don't 
ever come back!" Replayed over and over in Dean's head. Sammy had 
left before, snuck out and lived on his own, and that had been hell. 
It had been under Dean's watch and when John came back to the hotel 
rooma€ | Dean shook off those thoughts. This wasn't his fault. This 
was John's. John had forced his brother to leave, and Dean wasn't so 
sure he was going to come back this time. 

Dean reached over to the stereo. The leather under him squeaked, and 
soon the sounds of his father's rock tapes filled his ears. He tried 
to tap his foot along with it, tried to let it distract him from 
saying the things rolling around in his head. But it was short lived. 
John quickly turned the music off and forced Dean to sit in the 
unbearable silence again. 

"Don't. Don't say a word." John said, raising a stern finger. His 
eyes never left the road though, the knuckles on his other hand white 
from holding onto the wheel so tightly. His words came out choked, as 
if he himself were holding back tears, or anger. Dean couldn't tell 
anymore . 

"I wasn't gunna." Dean shuffled in his seat, curling his body. He was 
fighting back the emotions inside him, knowing John wouldn't ever let 
him live it down. When he had lost his brother before, on his watch, 
he had cried. 

They drove for a while, still in silence as John slowly cooled off. 
Dean noticed his hands ease up on the steering wheel, noticed John 
lean against the door and drive with one hand. Dean noticed the loud 
music and lines of bikes in front of the bar his father pulled up to. 
Dean sighed, leaning his head against the window. 

John didn't say anything when he left the car. He got out, slammed 
the door and made his way rather quickly into the bar. Dean sat in 
his seat, running and hand through his spikes before stepping out of 
the car. He looked back at the road, back to where they had left Sam 
walking alone. _He'll come back, he always comes back. _ 

John had wasted no time at the bar, slinging back shots of whiskey 
while Dean circled the pool table making a few bucks. Every now and 
then Dean would hear and uproar from the few men sitting around his 
father, but he was trying to remain focused on making another hundred 
bucks. Slink, another ball in its pocket. 

"Come on kid." Dean's opponent groaned. Dean looked over the table at 
him and back down again. Any other day something witty and smart 
mouthed would spill from his mouth but not tonight. Instead he 
searched for his last stripped ball and in a few fluid motions 
watched it sink into a pocket like the others. With the 8 ball 
clanking its way down the table. Dean stuck out his hand ready to 
accept his winnings. 


The man on the other side rolled his eyes and shook his head. His 



hands grasped the pool table before one reached into his pocket and 
fished out his wallet. A string of muttered curse words left his 
mouth as he pulled the cash from it and threw it into the middle of 
the table. "Thanks." Annoyed, Dean counting the money as the man 
walked away. 

Dean leaned against the table, watching his father sip on a beer, 
alone. At some point John had said something to anger the men around 
him, not enough to pick a fight, but enough to alienate him from the 
groups. So there he sat, alone slinking back drink after drink and 
slowly sipping on his beer. 

Grabbing his leather jacket, he made his way to him, sitting in the 
stool next to him and waving down the cute dark haired bartender. 

John huffed as his son ordered a beer and made some flirty remark 
towards her. 

"Made us money for a hotel room." Dean said casually over his drink. 
Looking forward at the shelves of hard alcohol in front of him. 

Once again John huffed. "We're not saying here." He raised his glass 
to his lips and drank his beer. He tossed Dean a newspaper without 
looking . 

Dean unfolded the paper aggressively. John swiped his finger over the 
drops of beer cascading down the sides of the now empty glass. Dean 
scanned the articles and searched for anything that might be up his 
alley. Missing persons, reports of something unnatural, omens of some 
kind, and when he didn't find anything he rolled the paper back up. 
"There's not a case here." 

The bartender brought John a shot, he winked at her and raised it in 
thanks before sloshing the liquid down his throat in a quick motion, 
"Which is why we aren't staying." He set the glass down upside down, 
pushing it towards the end of the bar and finally looking over at his 
son. "Ready?" 

"We can't leave tonight." Dean said, watching his father roll his 
eyes once more but stand. John pulled out his wallet and slapped down 
some bills before turning his back on Dean. "Dad." He called out, 
jumping off his own stool to join him. 

The cold air hit Dean like a brick wall, and any buzz he had caught 
in the bar was gone. But not John, his steps were sluggish and 
wobbly. He zigzagged all the way to the car, falling on the hood with 
his two hands. Dean quickened his pace and caught his father before 
he fell to the ground. "I gotcha." He said, lifting him back to his 
feet . 

With one arm around his waist Dean shuffled his father towards the 
passenger seat, "That's it." He said, slipping John into the seat 
with ease. Before John could slide into the driver seat Dean ran to 
it, slipping in and searching his father's pockets for the keys. 

"I can drive Dean!" John slapped his son's hands away, only to be met 
with them once more reaching into his pockets. John gave up, letting 
his spinning mind relax against the closed window. His breathing was 
short, but enough to leave little clouds of fog on the glass. 


Dean watched his father lean against the window and fall into a 



drunken slumber. "No, you can't." he whispered, roaring the car to 
life and leaving the bar behind him. He couldn't help but feel the 
pull to go back and look for Sam. He knew by now someone would have 
picked him up, and going at a normal speed he could be just a few 
cities away. 

Dean wasn't tired, his fingers gripped his phone tightly, ready to 
call Sam and talk some sense into him. Dean glanced over at his 
father, this wasn't like the other fights. This one was different. 

Sam was talking about college, about living an apple pie life and 
getting out of this. But Sam had always talked about that. Late 
nights in hotel rooms without John, Sam would go off on how he just 
wanted to do something else. 

He drove, setting the phone down on the seat. "If you go, don't ever 
come back!" Like a skipping record playing over and over in Dean's 
head. The words he wanted to say to John sat at the tip of his 
tongue, but that was as far as they would go. Dean pressed his foot 
on the pedal heavy, the car lurching forward with full power. 

The first motel Dean saw he pulled in, parking the car in front of 
the small office. He left the engine running, and leaned his head 
against the steering wheel. He shook off whatever was washing over 
him and got a room, despite his father's orders. With heavy hands, he 
helped his father to his feet, helped him into the dingy room and 
dropped him on the bed. 

Another night, another hotel room. _He'll come back, he always comes 
back . 


End 
f ile . 



